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CELEBRATING HIS YICTORY. 


“ Ever since the publication of his ‘ Christmas Holidays’ there has been no controlling Poor Pa, He evidently looks upon himself as the Hero of the Century. 
Although as a rule I abhor conceit, I cannot help admitting that Dad is to a certain extent justified in his peacocky behaviour, as his ‘ Christmas Holidays’ this 
year has attained a remarkable success. Papa’s reception in the streets during his grand triumphant tour round London was a trifle mixed, 'tis true; but Dad 
asserts that he liked it better for that reason, and points to the fact that even from the days of Noah variety has always been considered to be charming.” —Tuotsit. 


—f—— 


On March 6th, 1804, 2 gentleman was aecosted in the Rue 
St. Martin, Paris, by a beautiful little girl about six years 
of age. She was barefouted and clothed in miserable rage. 
She told him that her mother was dying of cold and hunger 
in the garret of a house clozxe by, and that she herself hid 
not tasted a morsel of fool for forty-eight hours. 

Touched with pity by this dismal tale, the gentleman said 
he would accompany her home to her mother's lodging, and 
that if he found what she had told him was true he would 
do his best to help them. On entering the attic he found a 
woman ona miserable bed, and her feeble voice and wasted 
pppenrance seemed tu contirm the stury the child had told 

im, 

In taking his purse out of his pocket the visitor chanced 
to drop it on the floor, and as he stooped to pick it up he 
distinctly saw a man crouching beneath the bed. Naturally 
much alarmed, but yet not losing his presence of mind, the 
gentleman snid : 

“My good woman, here are four crowns. I have ne 
more about me, but if you let your child accompany me 
home, I will give her twenty more.” 

Instead of returning to his home, however, he took the 
child toa police conmnissary, where she made some extraor 


, ‘ f a 
' eek a haughty Labour Candidate an "rofessional Working Man's Agitator, “I'm jnst laying some concrete,” said the old gent, “so you can earn half acrown.” dinary revelations. The man under the bed, she acknow 
bey hig tel tee and the force of circun .nces compelled him, so to speak,to Sir!" replied the L.C.P.W.M.A.,“I bave never done an hour's work in my life! ledged, was her father, and that within the last fortnight 
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persons had been murdered by him, plundered and stripped. Two 
eurpses had been carried out by him, after dark, some nights 
before and thrown into the river ; but four others yet remained in 
acluset behind the bed, 

The police commissary, the gentleman, and some gens d'armes 
went immediately to the house where these crimes had been com- 
mitted, and here, sure enough, they found the four corpses in the 
cupboard, but the man and woman had fled. 

le consequence of the revelations subsequently made by the 
child, six former lodgings occupied by these wretches were traced, 
where, according to her statements and several other circumstances 
tnut came within the knowledge of the police during the winter of 
183-4, at least twenty-two persons of both sexes were supposed to 
nave been murdered by this cold-blooded couple. 

One of the tricks adupted by the woman was, as if from gratitud 
to take hold of her benefactor’s hands whilst the man stole behi 
him with a knife and did the bloody work. 

A writer of the period says: “Notwithstanding the boasted 
xecuracy of the French police, enormities of almost every descrip- 
tion are committed in the neighbourhood of these commissaries 
with impunity. Before the Revolution, it is a fact well established, 
that never a’ street robbery was committed in Paris but it was 
accompanied by « murder, and the practice is not discontinued 
under the all-wise administration of Buonaparte.” The same 
writer tells us that the little heroine of the foregoing grim history 
was taken charge of by Madame Murat, who paid for her educa- 
tion. She had a strange start in life. 

There were some clever thief-catchers, though, at that time 
among others Vidocq. The first exploit of Canler, who joined 
rome sixteen years later, is worth repeating. “One day,” he says 
in his memvirs, “seeing a crowd round a house, I enquired the 
cause, and was told that a third-floor lodger entering his room had 
surprised a burglar ransacking the place. The robber threatened 
him with a knife, on which he rushed out and double-locked the 
door behind him. ‘I fear,’ said the lodger, ‘by the time the 
police arrive, he will have escaped by the window.’ ‘Then,’ said I, 

there’s no time to lose,’ and running upstairs, followed by the 
porter, | broke open the door of the room, but it was empty. I 
ran to the fireplace, looked up, and saw my man trying hard to 
climb to the top of the chimney. I dragged a straw mattress off 
the bed, tore out two or three handfuls of straw, threw it in the 
open fireplace, and set it alight. Hardly had it began to blaze 
when | heard a choking voice cry ‘Mercy! Put out the fire. I 
will come down. I am suffocating.” I heard him crawling down, 
bat recollecting the knife, 1 seized his legs the moment they 
ap] , and, dragging at them violently, brought him with a 
crash to the ground. I immediately seized the knife, and with the 
aid of the porter held him fast until the officers arrived. He got 
seven years, and I was taken into the police service.” 
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Thare is sumthink misterus about the loddger. He sitt alone 
an grone orfle. He sai he av a wate on iss mind. He don't pai 


no wrent. 
(Neat week, “ Charles Mathews in Jail.) 
ee 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Space at present, UNCLE BILLY, Won't admit it, you'll observe. 
Thank you, no, A "MARKET TRAINER, ALLY hagn't got the nerve. 
We're your letter, UGH! OH! OH! and It our heart with anguish 
fille; You would change your mind, we know, if You but sampled 
Sloper's Pilla, Anyone ‘sill tell you, HAROLD, That's the only 
thing to do, Twopence is _the price, SUBSCRIBER, And it’s more 
than worth it tuo, Anything you like, AN ARTIST, There is no 
restraint at all. Very pleased to, COUNTRY READER, Any time 
you like te call, Send a stamp for sketches, WALTER, That's a 
xtaxding rule, you know, At the publishers’, EXQUIRER, Chambers, 
Paternoster Row, 

—— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 monthe, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 555.—The “Watercrezs Girl” Costume. 


(Saturday, December 15, 1894. 


At the Clud 
First Member, There, that’s the fellow 
~ Lot gg) - there with ~ single pA Ds Baneg yom about, 
ea ember, » ’ 4 
real ele flay yes, — ; perhaps that accounts for his 
s 
BaRs are noturiously hard things to pass. Th 
instance, at low tide with a hanes aan png The vy josey dh ned 
have no influence among the profession. The toll bar, when vou 
have not the wherewithal to pay and a bar of gold, if there is 
nobody looking after it and it {s not likely to be missed, But ais 
moet difficult Ligne all is that appertaining to the Sloper’s Arms, 
= i Aol mg t in the einen ™_ & genuine stoking concert 
= 


roont Henpecker. Why is our own language called our mother's 


la Henpecher (sotto voce). Becau i 
her than fe nae clic bor. se we hear more of it from 


SOMETIMES Mr. Pea, n Skipper is not so “all there” 

might be. The other tek when returning home on ian 

tinong, he mistook the flashing of the Nore Light for a mermaid 

winking at him, and was so shocked that he had to be carried 

ar — alors oe a sey ands half a dozen bottles of 
and covered up with a cou . 

Gould bs becegnt ts 4 any way, s le of dozen of seltzer before he 


“Your son will do murder!” the prophet said 
To the poor old man with the Based gate head. 
“ How know you that?” cried the weeping dad. 
And the seer said, “ Haven't you bought the lad 
A bike, sir? and is he not beating down 

The bicycle record in London Town!” 


The Landlady's Daughter. 1 wonder what 

vpetiin claw i hate ig! mock ca what makes Mr. Scribbler, 
e Landlady, Bless you, child, 1 believe he's a, i 

of that kind. ey always do that ; they're seeking vearlintion: 
[Contd she have meant inspiration ? 


“I'm a born actress, people tell me,” remarked the auriferous- 
haired creature proudly; and her sister professional responded 
“Yes, dear ; it's always been a wonder to me how you are borne !’ 

algind the hairpine flew again, 


She. Oh, no; she'd never do anything wrong, she's a very high- 
oone et from the look of 
le. Well, from the look of her sh she’ igh-heele 
oe trill etee ss oes, she’s a very high-heeled 
= 

“THERE is nothing like bringing home a Jobster for lunch to 
make things comfortable with the missus,” said Jones. “ Yes,” 
was the kindly answer, “except, you know, sitting down on it in 
the train when you've colr ae a pair of summer trousers on ; and 
if you're particularly partial to having chunks of these pulled out 
of you with the bally driver's pincers, it’s more than I am.” 


Bk fody gage What's become of “Bilkins lately? Is he doing any 
g y' 

Second Man. Not very much ; he's earning a living on the plat- 
form, I'm told. 

First Man. Really! turned lecturer, has he? 

Second Man, Oh, no; railway. porter. 


SLOPER'S idea of ideal life in the green lanes is to be woke up in 
the morning by a tame cow standing by his bedside with a bottle 
of rum hanging to its neck. ¢ ¢ 

* 


HIs reverence said, “ Your anguish quell ! 
Although your spouse will soon be riven 
From your embrace, yet he is well 
Assured of heaven!” 
The wife replied, 'mid teardrops hot, 
“Such consolation's little worth. 
I weep to think that he is not 
Assured on earth 


= 

Saply. What do the yokels in the country mean when they talk 
about riding in a trap? 

Sharply. Why, my dear boy, a trap is a vehicle which you hire 
at a country station under the impression that you will have to 
pay 6d. or at most 1s.a mile for it, but when you ie to your destina- 
tion you are lucky if you get off for 2s. 6d. a mile, and short ones, 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, matin Saas vay ie yeaa at that. *.* 
thing I've seen you do. “Ir was not so much the fear of the fall,” said the heroic girl, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application. 
ARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE La BANQueE, 
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NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall ha to meet 
with his'or her death in'a Railway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Houipay” be Jeune upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 


District Visitor. And this is your eldest, is it? He seems a very 
taking little fellow. 

Mra, Murphy. Bedad, an’ I belave yer, mum. It’s a sthrange 
desaze that he wouldn't be afther takin’, and only just recoverin’ 
from the measles now he is. *\° 


WE know one ready-moncy trader who carries his principle just 
a little too far. He won't cven give his customers credit—for good 
intentions, *,* 


“WHAT will you drink?” he asked the maid ; 
She answered, * How absurd, 
Your question is: vou ought to know 
By now that Mumm’'s the word.” 
ss 
* 
ahr 3 Railway Passenger. Have you heard the latest about the 
— Mystery? 
Second Railway Passenger. Yes; but I don't believe it. 
Why, it was in the evening papers. 


Friend. Miss Cashley has a splendid figure, hasn't she? 
Captain D' Ouf-Hunter (absently). She has ; eighty thousand if 


“Docs Trimmer command a good salary?” “Oh, no, he only earns it ; his 
wife commands it.” 


who jumped from the house on fire into the blanket, “it wasn't 
that so much as there was a man next door on the floor above 
with one of those horrid kodaks, and 1 hadn't got on my walking- 
out double-hest petticoat.” *° 


Mrs. Grumbleton. Mr. G., your hair. wants cutting badly. I'll 
do it for you this evening. 

Mr. Grumbleton (alarmed). But I would rather you didn’t, my 
dear, thank you all the same, for I do not want it done badly. I'd 
rather pay 6d. and have it cut properly. 


s : 

THE Life Guards do not always inspire that dignity which they 
claim to be the hereditary right of their noble ores. Regarding 
their glittering cuirasses, little Tommy Jones called out the other 
day, “Oh, ma, dear, look at them there men with the bloater 
skins tied over their stummicks ! . 


“AH, me!” sighed the ‘bus horse to his companion after the 
forty-seventh stop, “now I understand the full meaning of the 


phrase. ‘This is a world of woe." 


bd . 
“I must win this coup,” remarked the player to a Yorkshire 
friend as the cards were shuffled again. “Coo!” said the other in 
astonishment, “ you don’t mean to say you're playing for a coo! 


s 
Now is the wretched brumal-tide, 
When words by decency forbidden 
Float wide and far, and far and wide, | 
From travellers who, as home the¥ glide, 
Have stepped on children’s snow-clad slide, 
And unawares to earth have slidden ; 
s? 
s 
Punnit. Is this a good cigar? 
Tobacconist, Yes, sir ; the best we keep. See (turns bor round), 
PiBunnit: Oh, th h thing fi 
anit. en, you hav'n’t anything fina. — Per 
The jury returned @ verdict of justifiable homicide. 


It is not so much from motives of economy that the electric 
light is not used for footlights at the second-rate temples 0 
burlesque, as from the fact that the glare is so strong it only shows 
up too plainly the darns in the different hose. 


—_———_>—___ 


ONE PENNY. TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


CHRISTMAS LARKS. 


lens pesos, Um tol. °° THE EXTRA NUMBER OF “LARKS!” 
Young Sharpshins. What is “the question of the day,” dad? a see a z FE. 
ald thar pehine. The questions of the day. my son, are, * Who, Rie dahpeiaied Sido w Yer} AUTHORS AUTHENTIC, SIXTEEN PAGES OF RIGHT DOWN ROARING mu 
what, and where is the new woman?” if I couldn't catch her.” No. 36.—Samuel miles, 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, 


er 


Saturday, December 1b, 1894.] 
TOOTSIE AND JOHNNIE. 


— 


Ix De Quincey’s “ Confessions” he gives this account of how he 
left off his opiun: eating (or, more properly speaking, perhaps, his 
, Jaudanum drops) for 
the benefit of other 
opium-eaters pre- 
mring to retire from 
usiness: ‘1, that 
day began my ex- 
periment, having pre- 
viously settled in my 
own mind that I 
would not flinch, but 
~ would ‘stand up to 
the scratch’ under 
any possible ‘punish. 
ment.’ I must premise 
that about 170 or 
180 drops had been 
my ordinary allow- 
ance for many 
months ; occasionally 
| I had run up to 500, 
‘and once nearly to 
, | 700. In repeated pre- 
i ludes to m nal 
| experiment had 
also pom as_ low as 
100, but had found 
it impossible to stand 
it beyond the fourth day, which, by the way, I have always 
found it more difticult to get over than any of the preceding 
three. [ went off under easy sail—130 drops a day for three days ; 
on the fourth 1 plunged at once to 80. The misery which 1 now 
suffered ‘took the conceit’ out of me at once; and for a month I 
continued off and on about this mark. Then 1 sank to 60, and the 
next day to—none at all. This was the first day for nearly ten 
years that I had existed without opium. I persevered in my 
abstinence for 90 hours—i.c., upwards of half a week. Then I took 
—ask me not how much; say, ye severest, what would ye have 
done? Then I abstained again; then took about 25 drops; 
abstained : and so on.” 

The hero of the Haymarket play, Johnnie, or, more properly, 
John a’ Dreams, is, as De Quincey was, an opium eater. His 
biggest dose I don’t think is mentioned, but De Quincey speaks of 
xouv drops, which, if not a misprint, may be descri as a 
big one. De Q. loved his Ann platonically, but Johnnie means 
marriage with his Kate. 

There are few new plays nowadays one can safely take one’s ma 
or maiden aunt to see, and in so eminently a family Sunday paper 
us poor Pa’s “HALF” it is not a little difficult to describe the plots 
of some of them so as not to startle ma and the maiden aunt too 
much, However, I will try. 

Harold Wynn, otherwise the Laudanum Dropper, has a bosom 
friend, chum, pal, or mate, called Sir Hubert Garlinge. Harold is 
u dreamer 
and a poet a 
bit out in 
rhyming— 
(and it was 
lucky for him 
nu poet in the 
gallery the 
tirst night 
did not in- 
terrupt him 
us they used 
to do the © 
clown who 
sang “Hot 
Codlins,” but 
that by the 
way) Hu- 
bert, on the 
contrary, isa 
young man 
with violent 
Enkei and 
a big appe- 
tite. These 
two have 
sworn an 
eternal 
friendship, 
which is to 
last their lives. Although anything but an ancient person myself, 
I can't say I have found friendships long lasting, particularly 
among girls, and as to thosecats, Tottie and Lardi—. But I digress. 

1 two young men have been fast friends ever since the 
met; have borrowed one another's pipes and worn one another's 
slippers—have manifested that friendship and regard which among 
sirls may extend to an exchange of powder puffs. And this state 
of things might have gone on for ever so long had not the “Inevit- 
able Woman” stepped in, Then comes Rage and Fury. 

lhe woman (Kate) is one with an Extensive Past. She is at 
present a vocalist, and Hubert, after proposing diamonds and 
things unavailingly, falls desperately in love. But her heart is the 
Jaudanum Dropper's, though when he pops the question she thinks 
it her duty to reveal the secret of her past to his papa. His papa, 
an aminble old gentleman of the clerical persuasion, is naturally 
tuken a bit aback, but, nevertheless, gives his consent to his son‘s 
Inarriage, 

Kut this is not enough, she will also tell Harold. Yet things 
serm likely to turn out well when Hubert drugs Harold with an 
overdose of his own drops (16000, perhaps), and telling her that 
the match is off proceeds to convey her on board the lugger. 

Frustrated at the last moment he leaves the vessel in a small 
boat, and presumably perishes, whilst Harold, having dropped 
drops, sails away with the woman with a Past to the Future ahead. 

The piece is eapitally acted all round. Mr, Tree has a fine part, 
which just 
suits him, and 
Mrs, Patrick 
Campbell is 
delightful. 
Nutcombe 
Gould, Jan- 
ette Steer, and 

. Ross are 
also ay up 
to the high- 
water mark. 

There was a 
time when 
the lady gone- 
wronger 
might not. un- 
less she came 
toacruel end, 
be tolerated 
on the stage. 
But we are 
changing all 
that, and our 
dramatists 
may perhaps 
1" . , . go a bit fur- 
wHhlenieaee thing that must be borne in mind. however, is that 
nea ELLOS wna netresses must not form any portion of the 

‘Os persona, No actor or actress ecer had a“ vast.” 


Acte Cloud: Mrs, CAMPBELL. 


Harold Wynn: 


Mr. Wynn. 
BEERBOAM TREE. 


NUTCOMBR GOULD. 


Vee Wanth: a: 
JANETTE STEER. H. Ross. 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4° PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


LOPER’S PILLS are made from the prescription of an 

Sminent Physician, paces in the West End of don, 

and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 

tion, all Stomachic Affections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 

of Breath, Cosativeness, H he, Wind. Blotches on the Skin, 

Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, ete. 


TESTIMONIALS. 


14 Furnival’s Inn, E.C., October 24th, 1894, 
Messrs. GURDEN & Co., 99 Shoe Lane, E.C. 

DEAR S1ns.—In asking you to send me another box of the SLOPER'S PILLS, 
I desire to state that I got the first box as an experiment, and although Iam not 
able to say of my own knowledge that they will effect all that is claimed for 
them, I am bound to confess that when I feel seedy and off colour, that one of the 
pills taken at night, fovarlably restores me to my normal condition by the morn- 
hg, without any of that pain and discomfort incidental to the majority of 
medicines, 1 feel confident that the pills contain very valuable curative qualities 

T enclose stamps to cover cost, and am, yours faithfully, L. M. MIDDLETON, 


27 Claremont Terrace, Fratton, October 25th, 1894. 
DEAR Stks,—Your SLOPER'S PILLS are really most excellent. I have been 
suffering from Sick-Headaches and Loss of Appetite. I found, after taking one 
box, a most wonderful difference. I shall always take them for the future, give 
them to my children, and reco! them to my friends, Faithfully yours, 
: JESSIE SMART. 


West Pier, Brighton, October 29th, 1894. 
Strs,—Kindly send me two boxes of your SLOPKR'S PILLS, as my wife and 
children have found great benefit from them, and says she would not like to be 
without them. They have saved my ¢on a serious illness, Yours gon a 


4 and 6 Cannon Street, London, E,C., 
Messrs, GURDEN & Co. November Ist, 1894, 

GENTLEMEN,—It gives me very great pleasure in being able to write and 
aay I have derived great benefit from your SLOPER'S PILLS; in fact, I might 
say, the cure has been almost a miracle, having been such a long sufferer with 
my liver, which is of a sluggish nature. Since I have commenced taking the 
pills, T feel quite a different man, and shall not hesitate in recommending your 
ills to all my friends, I may mention you can make what use you like of this 

ter. Yours faithfully, A. G. BATCOCK. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


IF HE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 


SEND 9}. IN STAMPS TO 


THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CoO.,, 


98 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


SOMETHING LIKE A CEREMONY. 


“It's a funny thing to say toa mere stranger, young man,” said 
the jovial and elderly stranger, who had accosted a “SLOPER” 
romancist in the street and was being shown the way to the City 
Temple; “but, do you know, whenever I see 2 public-house, 
like that one there, with R.A.O.B. on the lamp, I can't go 
past——” 

“Rough on you if you've got far to go,” opined the Sloperian, 
who, himself, could hold up his end at a pinch. 

“Don't interrupt. I say I can't go past without recalling a little 
thing that happened when 1 was Grand Old Bison of the Beeftea 
Lodge, that met at a little tavern called the Slaughterers’ Arms, 
down by the Cattle Market, at Deptford.” 

“What was that?” 

“Well, now, look ‘ere, you're not a Star man, are you?” 

“ Dear me. no.” 

“Well, then, I'll tell yer. The Slaughterers’ Arms was not a 
very swagger sort of pub., but we had the best room on the first 
floor, precisely over the front bar. We held a * Lodge of Initiation’ 
every Friday evenin’, and it happened one evenin’ that there was 
only one candidate for admission to the Order, a Mr. Moriart: 
Flynn—an Irish tise by the way. It was just gettin’ dus! 
as we blindfolded him with a three-fold thick handkerchief, and 
it subsequently transpired that just as we were getting through 
with the ceremony, and the Grand High Poleaxer was about to 
give Flynn the arip, the publican downstairs went to look for a 
pe hg had sinelt, with a lighted candle.” 

“ e| ” 


“Well—bang !—kerash!!—oh, lor!!!—the whole blooming 
building was sent skywards and half the way to the moon, Five 
engines turned out, thousands and thousands o’ people came 
flocking from every part, and the trams had to stop running, for 
the lines—indeed, the whole of the road—was strewn with pots 
and cans, and bits of furniture and things. the débris of the 
exploded pub. Of course, we were nearly all pulled out of the 
wreckage somehow, and when we came to call over the roll, it was 
only a question of what had become of the candidate.” 

“Mr. Moriarty Flynn?” 

“Precisely. Well, where d’ye think he was found?” 

“Give it up. Where?" 

“Hanging from the weathercock of the Nonconfornist chapel, 
opposite; he was hanging by his coat-tail, which the iron spike 
had pierced. We did have a job to get at him, I can tell you, but 
right through the hour and a half that it took us to scale the roof 
and get him oft, he never said n word. At last, when we got him 
on to terricr firmer, 98 they say, we one and all asked him why he 
hadn't pulled off the handkerchief and called for help. ‘ Begoha! 
not me,’ said he, ‘how was Oi to know it wasn't a parrt o’ th’ 
cirimony?” 


HE FELT FOR THE CAT. 


A FINE thing, when properly expressed, is sympathy. However 
studied and cool a man may appear in the eves of the world ; how- 
ever he may have played the b/asay rovay, he may always show by 
one little act at the right time that a living throbbing heart is 
still bound up in his epidermis, 

There was a committee meeting the other night of the Bowes. 
Park-Do-Good-Philanthropists at the Cauliflower and Carbuncle, 
at Wood Green, and, 8 soon as the initiatory whiskies and waters 
had gone round, Mr. Potser Cooper, the chairman, rose with : 

“Fellow committeemen and gents, all. I'm pained to tell yer 
that, accordin’ to this note which a little gal left over the bar about 
a hower ago, our dear brother, William Frorthitupp, is unable to 
be here to-night, havin’ been bit through the ‘and by a eat. As 
the case may turn out serious I per-pose starting a little sub- 
scription. What d’yer say?” 

“Tsay's good luck to yer feelin’ ‘eart,” responded Mr. Quartser 
Haltonhale, instantly recognising the perhaps fatal result of con- 
tagion, “here's my tanner towards the poor bloomin’ cat!” 


2 & 
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MY SYMPATHETIC LANDOLADY. 
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“It'LL be three and a tanner a week—the fust week to be paid 
in advance,”—and the horrible old wowan set her guttering candle 
down upon an ex- 
tremely shaky chest 
of drawers, and 
breathed heavily. 

I glanced round 
the chamber. Bure 
and dilapidated as 
it was—a third-tloor- 
back in a shabby 
North London street 
—it yet appeared ; 
suited to the slender 
state of my finances ; 
and this, with some 
nervousness, 1 ex- 
lained, or rather x, 

inted to the obser- _ 
vant proprietress, > 

“Suit yer,” she 
said with a snort, - 
“I should think it 
willsuityer! You'll 
be as cosy as a tles 
in a pillow-case, an’ 
‘ave perfeck freedom 
as long as yer pays 
yer way. Bless me! 

can - you're a 
young chap strange 
to London, I'm the 
mother of growed- 
up sons myself, an’ my ‘eart begins to warm to you already! 1 
know I shall take quite an intress in yer. Three an’ six is the 
tigyer, an’ then it’s let at a loss,” 

The vulgar familiarity of the old creature was really frightful— 
and yet, perhaps, unintentional. She was enormously fat and 
blowsy, and not over clean, and exhibited a deal of adipous neck, 
despite the ores and continuous drawing together of the 
tattered collar-ends of her voluminous bodice. 

In three days | had settled down. My poem that was to set the 
Thames on fire, my novel that was to take the town by storm, and 
my five-act drama intended to be productive both of fame and 
fortune, had been duly despatched to publisher and manager ; and 
while awaiting their instantaneous acceptance, I made parations 
for commencing is grand historical picture that should make the 
Academy sit up. I had tons of ambition in those days, and heaps 
of “lines” and sketches. One generally has at twenty ! 

And despite the weary waiting | could have rested content, but 


for the sym thetic 


G = _ —_ 
“It'll be three and a tanner.” 


interest manifested in 

my behalf by Mrs. 
has * Puggins. She would 
I pop in and out at all 
hours of the day, and 
stand amiably beam- 
ing upon me, snorting 
generally, and mak- 
ing observations, and 
offering suggesticns 
that were perfectl 
maddening. Consti- 
tutionally shy and 
diffident, she reduced 
ine to speechleasness, 

“A pity to see a 
young chap like you,” 
she observed, “a- 
wastin’ his time in 
ecribblin’ and scraw- 
lin’, an’ usin’ up ink - 
by the pailful! 1 sup- 
pose yer want to get 
work if yer can? 
Bless yer! don't be 
ashamed to tell me! 
{'m a mother myself. 
Now, I’ve a nephew 
in the fish-curing line 
down Lime’us’ way. 
An armful of sapplements, I might speak to ‘im 

about findin’ yer a 
job. No? Well, p'r’aps yer right. It ain't what youd calla 
nice trade, an’ besides, you'd ‘ave to serve some sort of apprentice- 
ship. But never you mind! Leave it to me!” . 

When I commenced painting she was seized with a fresh 
idea, 

“Look ‘ere,” she said, confidentially, “this room's in rather a 
bad ‘state. Now, if you'll put a coat o’ paint on the skirtin’, an’ 
door, an mankelsheif, I'll knock ‘arf a crown off the rent this 
week, Come! That'll bea ‘elp, won't it?” 

T explained as delicately as I could that it would be rather out 
of my line, and that pictures were the objects I had in view. 

“ Picters, my lad,” she said, shaking her head, “ Why, bless ver 
‘eart, you won't earn salt at it! You've bee gh a fortni’t on this 
‘ere one, an’ it ain't ‘arf done! Look ‘ere,”—and she disappeared 
for a moment, returning with an armful of coloured lithographic 
supplements—“ Could you paint me ‘arf a dozen as big as these for 
a shillin’?” 

L intimated that I cer- 
tainly could not. 

“Well, I," she cried, 
tion Se “can buy 
the Grafick an *Llus- 
trated News with all the 
readin’ an’ all there pic- 
ters included for a bub. 
Paint picters for a livin’! 
Why, a sparrer couldn't 
do it!” 

The weeks fled. Poem 
and drama, and novel 
returned dove-like, to be 
sent forth again, while 
dealers declined even to / , 
look at my pictures. Still \/ 
Mrs. Puggins’s interest in 
me abated not. She was 
continually devising 
schemes for my advance- 
ment : each hew one more 
outrageous and impos- 
sible than {ts predecessor. 
Despair seized me, and 
the dawning knowledge 
of my unfitness and inex- 
perience iced my soul. 

But, above all. TP felt 
that thesympathy of Mrs, 
Puggins had — become 
worse than death. I felt . 
that I must escape it, or perish! When, therefore, she one night 
sallied forth to a brother-in-law (who had just secured a contract 
to pull down some houses) to beg his interest to engage me on the 
job, T gathered up my few belongings in fear and tremblins, and 
depositing my almost last pieces of silver upon the mankleshelt 
in licu of the customary notice, stole silently down the stairy, 
and tied madly into the gathering night. 


Stole silently down the sta.rs. 
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SHE COULD BE SARCASTIC, 


Ne, No stamps on these letters, shall I stick ‘em on myself, 
dearest % 


She. Ushouklu’t ; I <hould stick ‘em on the letters, 


*.° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her Sriends whose portraits have nut yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No. 369.—Miss ELLA JAMESON, 


“A word from you, fair maid, decides my fate.” 
—The Dook Snook, 
“A kingdom would I barter for thy ere mere hob, 
“ Speak, darling, speak, the word that bids me ey ge 
ee Soe —The Hon. Billy. 


(1) The Elder nad been th.nkin’ seriow:ly of his Jast, “Sackcloth an‘ ashes! Deary me! sackcloth an’ ashes! Muckle 
noed tr the wallowin’ rbinuceros to be makin' tardy repentance at last. McNab, ye've been a disgrace tae the honourable 
eurb o' auld Gaul for mony aduy, Pit anther shovelful o° ciuders on yer beid, ICH improve yer appearance.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“That farm is a tine old place, I should like to paint 


it very much.” “Very sorry I can't give you the job, 
my little chap, but old Ochre does all my paintiug by 


cheers ? but—— 
contract 


“Hononr to whom honour is ue.” The above illustrations are not by the hand 
of the gifted A, SLOPER, but have been kindly furnished by a Japanese special 
artist at the Seat of War. When it was pretty evident the Chinese stronghold, Port 
Arthur, was the Eminent, as he likes to be iu 1t when he can, determined to 
be present at the fall, especially as it would give him an rtunity of having a 
nice long chat with the commander of the Japanese army, hal Oyama. On 
consideration, A. SLOPER, ever anxious to avoid blowing his own trumpet, has 
decided to quote from a report of a Japanese war correspondent, who kindly speaks 
most highly of the Veteran's coolness under fire: “Where the battle was thinnest 
wight have been seen a strange individual bearing a mysterious parcel.—(1) His 
cool daring under fire was unmistakable. Anon he wonld be dodging the shot from 
the enemy's guns and warding off their deadly aim with his umbrella——(2) Then, 
when well out of range, he would deliberately fave the same and refresh himself out 
of a bottle ;——(3) And when Port Arthur had fallen, then was he coolly examining 
the mouth of a discharged mortar, and making copious notes thereon. His 
movements for w time quite divertel the attention uf our army from the Chinese, 


THE LAIRD FO 


wes 
oer 


GOOD ADVICE GONE WRONG. 


“Ah, my good man! wh: 
” “Sho I 
all Lav-een-ler, dou't cher think it is.” 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED 
‘Ss 


(2) But the Elder in his righteous wrath 
smote the jeerer with a mighty sinite, and o 
mighty yell smote the air. 


(Saturday, December 15, 1894. 


“ Tn spite of the fact that T was given 
away at my marriage, I find I have 
in reality been sold. Marriage is indeed 
a failure.” — Extract from Letter of 
Youny Lady. 


BY A. SLOPER.—MARSHAL OYAMA. 


do you not partake of the cup that 
"(breaks into song), “but e-e-t ain't 


85 
we 
Anke 


and thus many were allowel to escape. ‘Shall we take hii prisoner, honourable 
commander?’ inquired an aide-de-camp of Marshal Oyama. ‘Wait,’ replied the 
general ; ‘it may be Lord Rosebery, his features are decidedly Earopean,’ ‘If there 
is a Lord Rosebery,’ observed the aide, ‘1 would honourably suggest ‘twas he..—(4) 
At that moment the man was observed to stick up what appeared to be a procla- 
mation on the walls of fort Hwang-Chin-Shan, * You cau arrest him now,’ said the 
Marshal ; ‘1 suspect he's a member of the London County Council, claiming the 
victory as theirs, as I believe it is the custom of that body to want control of every - 
thing.—(5) ‘Marshal Oyama,’ said the stranger, ‘Oy am a sporty By the name of 
SLoveR!" ‘What! the great ALLY ?' cried the Marshal. ‘Noother. Believing “—- 
here, A. SLOPER opened the parcel—‘ that victory with you was a cert, I took the 
liberty of bringing with me a wreath of chrysauthemums from Covent Garden, and 
if you will kindly remove your honourable cocked hat, I will pace it on your marshy 
brow." The incident was mentioned in dispatches, and the Mikado was so gratifie! 


that he requested the British Minister at ‘Tokio to order for him one million copies 
of “ALLY SLurER's CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS,” printed in gould, on satéu. 


(3) “Laldies,” said the Laird feebly,as he oozed into the Thusstle, 
“ha’e ve seen onything o' a wanderin’ earthquake ? It's ragin He i 
upat MeNab’s, uu’ it mauu be serious for the puir fechless Ekier. 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Ring, oh ring the joy bells, reader! Blow the trumpet loud and strong ; Bang the cymbala, described by all who see them, Splendid! marvellous! and great! Look above, and note the praise 
twang the lyre, Sound the timbrel, whack the gong. Far and wide throughout the country, Can ahich Great evlebritics bestow, There are testimonials for you, Unsolicited, you know, Storm, then 
he heard the sound of mirth, “ ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS NUMBER” has elcctrified the earth, storm the bookstalls, readers, Tropence only doce the trick; Ask for “SLOPER's CHRISTMAS 
Hraxants, kings and peers hace bought it, And they one and all avow, Never was xo greatatriumph, NUMBER,” And be sure you do it quick.—VYea, you'll have to hurry up if you want it it’s selling 
Ru the Wreek achicerd as now, Pictures, stories, cerece, music, Supplement and cetra plate, Are Vike mad.——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


AVOIDING A_ DIFFICULTY. 


Snake (alone and companionless in the wilderness). Aha! what's 
this? Now, if 1 drink all that bottle-full at one go I shall soon 
see snakes, galore / 

(But alas ! it was empty. A. SLOPER had been there. 


“Waiter, bring me a large pea soup.” “Certaiuly, sir! Jim, 
cular,’"” 


STILL TAKES A FRONT SEAT. 


four 7, 
: fie eaeie Dear we, isn't that funny! this is the third 
”Iny anh ve had w seat numbered “ 33." Just huppens “French songs are not my forty, I'm afraid.” “No? Well, I thought it was a trifle too “piano.” “Oh, “7 shall put her into short clothes to-morrow. A-how 
gf tou yes! Dgave them a yood deal of the instrument, you know, so that they shouldn't hear ny acecut.” about the Loudon County Council, my dear?” 
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Yes, we confess it. Even we are surprized : we are, indeed. We 
knew, we expected that the “CHRIsTM48 HOLIDAYS” would be a 
big success, but we 
never really ima- 
ge that the pub- 

ic would display 
quite such an over- 
whelming desire to 
become possessed 
of copies. The 
scenes that have 
taken place at Shoe 
Lane since the 
number came out 
are really distract- 
ing. The fights, 
the struggles in the 
huge seething 
crowd which daily 
hesieges the office ; the shouts of triumph of 
those who obtain the coveted prize; the 
yells of the disappointed ones. Take our 
advice: buy “ ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS 
HOLIDAYS” quietly at your stationers’ ora 
bookstall, but come to 99 if yo@ want 
excitement. Was there ever such a two- 
penn’orth? es 

s 


THE Mildewed Mound has this day con- 
ferred the “Award of Merit” upon JOHN 
P. MACNALLY, Becauac he's all that is left 

y of The Two Macs, “ Feyther,” chirped the 
Azure-Eyed, “ain't it a popular herror that both the Macs ‘ave 
shuttled ‘orf this mortal coil?” “It is, my son,” replied the Aged. 
© The survivor of the original mirth-makers now owns the Mandamus 
Arms, Walsall, and can be seen in the flesh by anyone who can 
pay for two of ‘ Unsweetened.’ And impressing the fact upon his 
offspring with a fatherly cuff the Wreck went his way. 


s 

THE last of the series of chrysanthemum shows held at the 
Royal Aquarium was, perhaps, the best of the lot. The display of 
this tovely tlower was, indeed, a glorious one, and the management 
are to be congratulated on the success attending their winding- 
up effort. *° 

A. SLOPER cannot help feeling a bit hurt that he was not asked 
to become Chairman of the School Board, What the Mildewed 
One don’t know about Education isn't worth a cent. 


THE question whether or no to confine their figures within he 
t 


folds of a corset continues to agitate the feminine breast. 
week the Anti-Corset League 
held a two-day show at Queen's 
Hall, and much was said thereat 
on the evils of tight-lacing. 
Well, well, it’s a question for 
the girls themselves, of course, 
but Tootsie for one means to 
fight for her stays to the death. 


s 

THE statement that the 
Mikado has asked the editor of 
Larks! to start a paper in 
Japan may, or may not, be true. 
One thing we're sure of: the 
brilliant chief won't go. The 
world’s greatest ha’porth can 
ill spare the master hand which 
has guided it to success, 


s 

THE London meat salesmen 
have come to loggerheads with 
the American senders, and, in 
consequence, a large number of 
the former have pledged them- 
selves not to buy any more 
Yankee meat until the latter 
agree totheir terms. This means 
that the poor man will have to 
pay dearly for his Christmas 
sirloin, and ought to give the 
poulterer’s biza decided fillip. 


OwING to a” pressing engagement at the Castle, Holloway, 
Mr. Iky Moses will not be able to join the house party at Mildew 
Court until late on Christmas Eve, Better late than never. 


s 

STILL they come. We have now to dilate upon the merits of yet 
another of our marvellous Christmas publications, Although the 
last to refer to in these columns it is by no means the least in 
order of merit. We refer to our “Judy Almanac for 1895." What 
seems to astonish the British people chietly is the fact that we only 
charge threepence for the whole number. It seems inconceivable 
to them that such a stupendous publication can be produced for 
such a trivial sum. Well, we manage to do it somehow or another, 
and do not lose more than a few thousand pounds over the deal. 
But, seriously speaking, if you want to spend a merry, rollicking 
Christmas of the good old sort, you must really obtain a cepy of 
the “ Almanac,” which we shall be pleased to forward you post 
free for fourpence. * 


The Shop Girl is one of those pieces which, however badly they 
may play for a time, can easily and rapidly be worked up into a 
O success, New lines, 
new business, new 
songs, new dances 
can all be introduced 
without in any way 
interfering with the 
story orimpeding the 
action of the piece 
one little bit. his 
is what has been done 
at the Gaiety, and 
the piece has caught 
onsplendidly. Ivan 
Caryll’s = music _ is 
bright and tuneful, 
the lines are always 
clever and often 
quite brilliant. And 
such a capital com- 
pany, too! Such fa- 
mous comedians, 
such dainty dancers 
and crowds of pretty 
faces. Yes, The Shop 
Girl is undoubtedly 
a big hit, a 


* 

In order to allay 
public apprehension 
we desire to contra- 
dict the statement 
that A. SLOPER was 
severely injured during a run with the Court Mildew Hounds, 
The Eminent’s injuries are only slight, and arose from quite a 
different cause, not unconnected with a greasy pavement anda 
night at the Rumfoozler's 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE other evening, happening to be in the neighbourhood of 
Leicester Square, the Eminent seized the opportunity to drop into 
the Empire—the first time, let it be under- 
stood, since the abolishment of the Pro- 
menade, If he expected to find the theatre 
almost deserted, or even meagrely pat- 
ronised, he was agreeably disappointed, 
as the house was literally cram from 
stalls to gallery. The old familiar ea 
lounger was there in all his glory strolling 
listlessly around the gangways, just as in 
the days of yore ; old faces were numerous 
and new faces were plentiful, and it seems 
difficult to imagine that the loss of its 
promenade has had any detrimental effect 
upon the Empire Theatre of Varieties, 


a 

WE have just received from the Pro- 
vinces a copy of a book which bears the 
exceedingly attractive title of “ Merrie 
England.” The book contains some solid 
facts concerning the problem of life, and 
those among our readers interested in 
Socialism should certainly peruse it. 
work, although containing upwards of 200 
pager, can be obtained for one penny from 
the Clarion Offices, Manchester. 


THE St. Olaves Musical Association are 
giving a series of smoking concerts at the 
Talbot Hotel, London Wall, every Friday 
evening,and downright good concerts they 
are too. A. SLOPEK weighed into one of 
them a week or two ago, and confesses that 
he never spent a more pleasant evening in 
his life. ‘The geniai host, Mr. James Payne, quite overwhelmed 
him with his attentions and his “ Unsweetened.” 


CERTAIN Paid Orators are agitating for the Christmas Holidays 
to extend from the Friday evening preceding Christmas to the 
Friday morning following it. Why not go a step further and 
extend the holidays to the New Year? It is quite as reasonable as 
the first suggestion. Par 

s 


JOHN THOMPSON, who got three months’ hard for purse-snatch- 
ing the other day, 18 a young man with a great idea of his own 
popularity. “Everybody likes me,” he told Mr. Plowden at 

farylebone. “Ive got such a nice character.” Evidently a case 
of “They All Love Jack.” es 

s 


Goop old Christmas is approaching in a series of spasmodic 
leaps and bounds and at a sort of express speed, whichever way we 
turn and in what- 
ever sthrecton, Fe OUR ANNUAL 
travel, this plain 
fact stares us Goose CLUB 
grimly in the face. Ys 
Even if we dash 
intoa pub in order 
to revive our 
drooping spirits 
we are confronted 
with a placard an- 
nouncing the fact 
that “Our Christ- 
mas Goose Club 
has commenced.” 
And what a mys- 
tery ia this much- 
advertised Goose 
Club. Which are 
really the geese, 
the birds which 
form the prizes or 
the individuals 
which enrol them- 
selves as its mem- 
bers? This is an 
interesting pro- 
blem which 


requires a good ee 
deal of thinking out. At anyrate, it is the publican that alone 
derives benetit from the institution. 


EXTENSIVE preparations are being made at Mildew Court for 
Christmas festivities on a scale of never before 8 magnifi- 
cence. Billy begged hard to be allowed to stone the raisins for the 
pudding. Mrs. Sloper wouldn't hear of it. The Honourable isn’t 
to be trusted. *.* 


IN response to numerous inquiries we beg to state that Snatcher 
took no part in the National Dog Show at Birmingham. There were 
no classes for animals of his particular breed, and the Eminent is 
naturally, a trifle indignant. Snatcher is accustomed to carry all 
before him. There's a lot of jealous spite at work somewhere. 


s 
Ow1Nc to A, SLOPER'S Court suit being temporarily in the 
custody of a relative, the Eminent was unable to be present at the 
nuptials of the Czar, for which function he had received a pressing 
invitation, All the same, he wishes the young couple a happy, 
long and peaceful reign, Huezar ! huczar?! hucsert 


s 

MANY of our readers may be interested to hear that a Breach 
of Promise case of a most sensational character is set down for 
hearing during the next 
few weeks, he disclo- 
sures, it is expected, will 
be of a most startling 
character,and an American 
actress, both Ding! and 
notorious, and a young 
sprig of the nobility 
liberally endowed with 
money, but possessing few 
or no brains, will enact 
the principle réles in this 
interesting Comedy 
Drama. If the case is 
settled out of court it will 
be most unfair to the 
public. Something sen- ~ 
rational is really needed 
to cheer us up. The recent ~CQ 
foggy weather has de- 
pressed us almost to a r\ 
collapsing point. 


ALTHOUGH smokers 
form a pretty considerable 
portion of the community. 
their interests, as far as 
exhibitions are concerned, 
have hitherto been ne- 
glected. Next vear, though, 
they are to be given an 
innings at the Agricultural 
Hall, and the exhibition will no doubt be well patronised by 
lovers of the soothing and fascinating weed. The following year 
will faeably greet the birth of an “ Unsweetened” Exhibition, 
the chief promoter of which will be A, SLOPER, 


[Saturday, December 15, 1894, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING DECEMBER 22¥D, 1894, 
—— 


6th December, 1813.—On this day died Wil vies 

a convivial old gentleman who every day, A his Rides ne etl 

Street, gathe round his board twelve congenial spirits—nev.; 

more. He kepta slate in the hall on which any intimate frie 

= ra a os —_ ya might Ros hg lore eer as a guest fu; 
a en he was n 

on the day he died one had been aa, mr cemreees a 


17th December, 1888.—The Daily Telegraph of t 
says: “Borko was a small, neat, elderly, vespected pets a 
bank at Szegedin, near Buda-Pesth, a year ago. Suddenly th. 
little city was startled by the disclosure that the punctual, dili. 
_~ trusted cashier had run away with 300,000f,, lea ng a 
levoted wife to mourn him or rejoin him. Bosko came to New 
York, took a room at the Belvidere sol and proceeded to enjo; 
himself quietly, An Hun band is playing at the Eder 
Musée, and Bosko dropped in to ener his native music. Two ny 
seed up to him, shook hands with him, and promised that, if |. 
would pay them well, they would not point him out to the police. 
man on duty. The astonished thief was obliged to part with som: 
of his stolen money. Next day two other Hungarians called upon 
him at his hotel, and they, too, had to be paid. Two more Hun. 
garians inquired the day after for Bosko, but he had fled. It is 
a ag that he has gone to Canada, where there are no Hun. 
ns who read the papers and identify criminals, But his 
300,000. had already dwindled to 72,000#1.” 


18th December, 1880.—A newspaper of this date say: 
“¢Headsman's House’ is the gruesome tltte with which the line 
native inhabitants of Sarténe, in Corsica, have dubbed a smal! 
hotel in their town, which is used by M. Deibler, the Public Execu- 
tioner, during his periodical visits to the island. The landlord / 
the hostelry has been ‘boycotted,’ and he accordingly sued th: 
Municipal Council for damages, but his claims were rejected.” 


19th December, 1869.—The South London Music-Hall 
was opened for the first time this day. 


‘ 20th December, 1889.—A newspaper of this date say:: 
‘A woman named Grey, wife of the Captain of a fishing smack 
lying in Deptford Creek, went to the Greenwich police ani 
stated that she had robbed a man, with whom she had been drink. 
ing, of £17 in sovereigns. Not knowing how to get rid of the 
money, she had, so the woman declared, swallowed the coins on: 
after another. As she felt very ill, she had informed the police of 
the circumstances. A constable immediately took the woman to 
the Miller Hospital, into which she was admitted, apparent); 
suffering greatly. 


21st December, 1887.—The Empire Theatre of Varieties, 
in Leicester Square, was this day opened. The Gaiety Theatr 
was opened December 2lst, 1868. 


22nd December, 1889. —A news r of this date says 
that at Mountstewart, county Down, J. Miller, a man who had 
seen better days, was given five shillings, being the first week! 
allowance of outdoor relief granted to him. From joy at receivin: 
nore than he expected from the guardians, he fell back in the arn: 
of a friend and died with the money in his hand. 


—_——_——_—_— 


THE LATE MINSTREL. 


THE way was long, the wind was cold; 
The minstrel’s tear-drops hotly rolled 
Adown the minstrel’s cheeks, and he 
Said three big oaths, and three times three. 
In less than nine short minutes more 
The nearest pub, would close its door ; 
And well-a-day ! the minstrel grey 
Was from that pub. three miles away. 

e 


TOUCHING ON DIRTY HABITS, 


It was the common kitchen or lounging room of the Ham Jam 
and Glory Doss-house, and nearly a score of pinched and weather- 
beaten dossers were ered round the long deal table upon 
which they one and all took their meals—when they had any. It 
chanced just now to be supper time, and two of the “ sisters ” and 
a“ brother” who had dropped in—Sergeants Buck-up Eliza and 
Sweet Susannah, and Corporal Happy Edward—were partaking of 
the last meal of the day in company with the lodgers. It is usual 
on these occasions, as any rs of “SLOPER” who have 
enjoyed fourpenn’orth in the egg-box may know, for the “ soldiers 
to “improve the occasion” by a few well, or otherwise, chosen 
remarks, and Buck-up Eliza and Happy Edward started on the 
somewhat chestnutty theme of the duty of the anti-liquor peopl: 
to forcibly restrain their less bigoted brothers and sisters from 
taking on the “ sherbet,” looking at the subject from a moral and 
religious point of view. . 

Buck-up Eliza, exercising the privilege of her sex, paid-out 
most of the jaw-tackle, and, after a rare all-round attack upon the 
boose-shifters, wound up by ba bom that cans who indulged in 
the accureed stuff could ever hope to enter the happy huntin; 
grounds. . ; 

“Well, I'm blowed!” ejaculated a poor, white-haired old cove, 
who was sucking the stem of a broken clay in the corner, “ that’s 
bit sweepin’, ain't it? Why, ye might as well say, whilst yer 
“a it, that nobody what smokes a pipe o’ bacca can go there 
neither.” 

“{ do say so,” retorted Eliza. “Do you think anybody who 
smokes vile tobacco can go there? ” 

“Why shouldn't they, anyhow?” 5 d : 

Buck-up Eliza braced herself up for a clincher, whilst Sweet 
Susannah and Happy Edward settled back in their seats to watch 
the discomforture of the audacious old birds’-eye destroyer at the 
oo which they knew their beloved sister was about to fire" 

im. 

“Because,” said Eliza, severely, “Heaven is a clean place: 
smoking is a filthy habit, and a tobacco smoker is, therefore, 2" 
eee thing ; and it is written that no unclean thing shall ente! 
there.” 

As Eliza got this forcible bit of logic off her chest, she looke! 
round upon her hearers with an expression of superiority athe 
triumph, but the old dosser was not utterly flabbergasted. a. 
braced himself up for a last effort, and smiled knowingly Daeoem 

“If that’s 80,” he said, ‘an’ uncleanly habit is goin’ to shut | 
man out, where do those people go who take up the gravy © 
their plates with their knives? é nd 

A great roar of laughter rang out all round, and Eliza, ~s 
Lege ad Edward, hry were just pews up pee beeecei 
ns he spoke, dro} their cutlery and anno : 
hymn, Whilst ig et eae old wretch who had knocked toe 
out, having found a penny in the lining of his jacket, starte he 
to fetch a screw of shag, still chuckling to himself as he wen 
his way along the dark pussage. 


—— 


JUST OUT. THREEPENCE. 


JUDY ALMANAC 
For 1895. 


A WONDERFUL SHOW OF GOOD THINGS. 


99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Post Free, 44. 


Ce ae 


Saturday, December 15, 1894.) 
ARMS AND THE (FOOTBALL) MAN. 


[It spears that certain football teams now propose to go into the field armed.) 


a Air, “The Marseil- 
G aise,” 
— 


Toarms, ye brave foot- 
w-aw-llers ! 
Whene'er to a scrim- 


rn ; 
; mage ye go, 
CG. C Lest ye meet extreme 
Lin, mau-au-lers— 
Ae 6% Each one a furious 
« ws , 


‘oe, 
A>~0 So let chain - mail 
now be comme tl 


Saut, 
With barking revol- 
vers for brawlers. 
If even_half- backs 
would keep whole, 
Onward with your 
weapons roll, 
Smashing all who 
make you sprawlers. 
To swords and guns, 
ye teams! 
Arms on! arms 
on, 
Mes braves fvot- 
balleuz ! 
Through gore to get 
a goal! 
And let football refer-ee-ec-ees 
Have battle axes big ; 
Then, when arises a bree-ceze, 
They can give the breezers a dig— 
As a slaughterman does with a pig. 
Then Maxim guns come and see-eeze, 
To keep teams ‘neath control. 
The battle cry now troll— 
War-choppers now-ow are the chee-eese— 
To guns! to guns, ye teams ! 
Arms on! arms on, 
Mes braves foctballenx ! 
Through gore to get a goal! 


CATCHING A FLAT. 


“Wort's that you say, v'nor; did some good business, you 
guppose, Cattle Show week ? Lor’ luv’ yer, it makes me fair sick 


to ‘ear ver arst such a ne it does. business! Perish me 
stift if I think there's anyt in’ to be done at all in our line now; 
a mug wants a bit of findin’ in these days, I tell yer.” 

The speaker gulped down his gin and water with a look of most 
unmitigated disgust, and turned regretfully from the bar. 

We knew him slightly. He was anything but a desirable acquaint- 
ance—loafer, betting man, sharp ; 
indeed, it was our inquiry aa to 
the number of lambs he had con- 
trived to tleece during the recent 
Smithfield Show that elicited the 
scornful outburst given above. 

“Don't go,” we said, feeling 
somewhat interested, “don't go; 
here, have another gin and tell us 
all about it.” 

“Well, guv’nor, I don’t mind if 
I do,” he said, turning back from 
the door with a look of relief,— 
“yin cold, Miss, please—though, 
as for yarning, it ain't much I've 
got to tell.” 

“But you were saying some- 
thing about mugs being scarce 
now.a-days,” 

"So they are,” he snapped de- 
cisively, “scarce as winnera, and 
they're ‘ard enough to spot, blarst 
em, Why, just to show yer, 
sir, me and Bill Sanders—p'raps 
you know Bill, ’e most always 
uses this ouse. You don't. O 


“Well, I'takes him down to the Angel, and lushes ‘im up a bit, 
and the old chap sucks up the boose just Pd ail and then Bill 
in’ treat ‘cos 'e’d just 


sharp, I tell yer; and 
hen we sits clear, and opens the rotten old case, what d'yer think 


————>—_—_ 


_BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 14.—THE “ DANIEL LAMBERT” GIRL. 


DAN LAMBERT, Dan Lam- 
bert, my friend, 
I can’t for a moment pre- 
tend 
I begrudge thee one jot 
Of the praise thou haat 


got 

For the jolly good stuff 
thou dost vend : 

Since I well can assert and 
avow 

That the king of prime 
hostels art thou! 


Dan Lambert, Dan Lam- 
bert, my friend, 
1 in sooth and in truth ap- 


prehend 
> That the knack which is 
thine, oh, 
Of earning much rhino 
, Any sensible soul will com- 
= mend. 
For the money thoutakest, 
; methinks, 
Is but meet for thine excellent drinks. 
Yet, Lambert, Dan Lambert, my friend, 
Fo ith my thoughts ggg Hp at Fe blend: 
Ta treasure is thine That I fain would make mine 
Till my hours of existence shall end. 
T admit, I confess, I agree, 
uae away I am anxious to flee 
I ith the maid who makes toddy for me 
n the mansion, Dan Lambert of thee ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
. THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 
THE MANSION HovsE, Lonpon, December 3rd, 1894. 
The Lord Mayor presents his compliments to ALLY SLOPER, and 
sincerely thanks him for the honour of his * Award of Merit,” so 
pleasantly sent to him the other day. 


regio 
SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 9.—WILFRID BootH LAWSON SLOPER. 
Born, 1258. Drowned ina butt of Barley Water, 1284. 

PROFOUND was the grief that reigned throughout the country 
when the news was spread that genial Fitzl'uddleton was no 
more. There was very little of the jovial baron to inter, but his 
many friends turned out toa man, and followed the little box of 
ashes to the tomb with every mark of respect. Never was there a 
more imposing ceremony, and the procession was nearly a mile 
long. First came the widow and sons as chief mourners, next 
followed the other relations, then the more intimate friends in 
order of precedence, six bottle men first, five bottle men second, 
and soon, the tenantry and vassals bringing up the rear. The hard 
drinking nobles wept bitterly as they thought of the glorious 
orgies, the priceless sack, the choice canary. Their only hope was 
that Wilfrid Booth Lawson Sloper, who now succeeded to the 
estates, would prove as hospitable as his father. Great was their 
consternation, therefore, when a day or two later it was annow 
that the young baron had foresworn booze of any kind, and had 
caused the priceless contents of the cellars to be emptied into the 
moat. 

Nor was the feeling of astonishment and dismay confined to the 
friends of the late lamented. In the castle itself, among the family 
and retainers, anger and discontent manifested Itself openly. But 
Wilfrid Booth was firm and resolute. He dismi every vassal 
who would not sign the pledge, banished the late baron’s favourite 
cup-bearer, and gave the minstrel the sack because the latter 
refused to adopt blue-ribbon ballads to his Bacchanalian melodies. 

In vain did the widowed mother, who suffered not a little from 
spasms occasionally, remonstrate. ‘In vain did his brothers storm, 
entreat, and threaten. Wilfrid turned a deaf ear to them all, and 
exasperated at last by their importunities, vowed by his halidom 
he would turn them all adrift without a groat if they stowed not 
their clatter. 

The domestic economy of the castle underwent a radical alter- 
ation. Not now did the great banqueting hall resound with the 
sound of revelry, whilst ruby-nosed retainers gazed approvingly 
upon the merry-makera, and filled up the empty beakers as soon ax 
quaffed. Instead, solemn, sour-visaged vassals dispensed toast and 
water, ginger beer, and other teetotal fluids, and the sound of 
mirth was rarely heard within the gloomy walls. Men of lean and 
sorry aspect pervaded the castle, and drank lemonade and sang 
hymns with the baron. Open air meetings were held in the 
grounds, and Wilfrid Booth Lawson and his new friends held 
ps eloquently upon the evils of mead, and the fatal fascinations 
of canary. 

For two years this awful condition of affairs continued, and once 
again the house of Sloper began to lose caste, through the insane 
policy of its chief representative. The nobles ref: to call now 
that ginger ale was the most cheering beverage offered them in 
the way of refreshment, and the glorious days of Mulberry Fitz- 
Fuddleton were recalled with many a sigh. 

But fortunately for the honour of the family the end was at 
hand. Wilfrid one night announced his intention of making over 
the emer part of his estate to the teetotal cause, and turning the 
castle into a home for repentant inebriates. This was a straw too 
much for his brothers. That night they held a secret meeting, the 
result of which) was that wer marched straight to Wilfrid's 
chamber, seized him whilst he slept, and bound, gagged, and bore 
him off to the pantry. No sooner did the wretched man guess 
their murderous intention than, tearing the gag from his mouth, he 
begged and prayed for mercy. Alas! too late. Lifting him into 
their brawny arms they plunged him into a butt of barley water 
that stood at hand, and clapped on the li 

And thus died Wilfrid Booth Lawson, the first and last teeto- 
taller of the House of Sloper. 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


—__.—___—_ 


COALS TO NEWCASTLE. 

IT was between ten and eleven o'clock in the morning, and he 
was suffering from the after-effects of starting Christmassing 
about three weeks too early. He'd a taste in his mouth as though 
he'd been sucking a latchkey all night, and a dull pain at the back 
of his skull as though a tin letterbox had been let into his head. 
The office door opened, and a seedy individual with a packet of 
pink tickets in his left hand glode in. 

“Tam givin’ a little lecture at the 'Ollerway ‘All to-night, sir, on 
tool ae of Booze, may I prevail upon you to take a shillin’ 

icket 2” 

“They're no earthly good to me, cockie,” groaned the achin 
one. “ Y'see, I've just been listenin’ to a series of lectures—deuced 
forcible ones, too—on the same subject, that my old woman's 
eve and I don't have to take a blooming ticket for ‘em 
either.” 


TWOPENCE. 
Post free, Threepence. 


JUST OUT. 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


Nearly 100 
ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED. 


A SWEETLY PRETTY DANCE, 


THE ‘‘ TOTTIELARDI” VALSE, 
Specially composed by the CHEVALIER L. DEL Bono, 


AND A DOUBLE-PAGE PLATE, BY W. F, THOMAS 
(measuring 21 in, x 15 in.), 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS SCRAMBLE. 


Amongst many other especial attractions will be found 
A CARTOON, BY W. F. THOMAS, 
SEASONABLE ANARCHISM. 


AND A LARGE DRAWING, BY HAL LUDLOW, 


“LIVING PICTURES” AT THE “FRIV.” 
(As given on Boxing Night.) 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 
never before published, 


TWOPENCE. 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET St., LONDON, E.C. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

WHEN doa thirsty holiday-maker and a coroner resemble each 
other ?—When they in an inn-quest. 

NORTHERN Lights: Copies of the Star sold in Islington, Hollo- 
way, Highgate, etc. 

“Two B's, or not two B's?” as Hamlet said, when he couldn't 
think how to spell “cabbage.” 

THE Naked Truth: “Constant Scottish Reader” wants to know 
if the nae-kid truth is truth that's got * xac kid about it"? 


THE REVOLT OF GHIBER 


ee 
CHAPTER IIL. 


THE Vizier of Ghiber wore a sad and anxious expression as he 
proceeded to the kitchen to see that the Giaour was equal to his 
new duties. He had 
cause for gloom. Of 
late the sublime Baw- 
shaw been any- 
thing but sublime or 
serene, He had been 
passionate beyond all 
measure, and the 
epidemic of sudden 
death which had raged 
so violently round the 
mistake regarding the 
substitution for coffee 
of a cup of tea had 
been one of many 
similar scenes whic 
threatened to necessi- 
tate an_ extension of 
the neighbouring 
cemetery at an early 


date. 

The Vizier deeply 
regretted the loss of 
Muley Pasha, the late 
Keeper of the Bright 
Buttons of the Harem. 
Muley had been an 
intimate friend and 
associate, and here he 
was cut off in the 
prime of manhood. 


The Vizier of Ghiber. 


Vho might it be 
next? The Vizier 
himself, it might be. He shrugged his shoulders, as he muttered, 


Veioc is too much of this beheading—much too much! I like 
it not. 

“ Bedad, thin, there is too much ov it!" said the Giaour cook— 
“a dale too much ov it to be comfortable for an insurance society, 
I'm thinking.” 

“Dog, have I talked too loud?” exclaimed the Vizier, fearful 
lest his words should reach the Bawshaw’s ears. 

“Not a bit of it!" said the other with the utmost cheerfulness, 
“You've talked to a friend who thinks like yez, that’s all, and 
yer needn't fear, I may tell yer.” 

“A friend! Ido not choose any friends from people in your 
station, slave!” 

“ Maybe, thin, it’s all the worse for-yez. Av ye chose from us 
they might be useful 
to yez.” 

“Useful, it is true. 
But how can I judge 
you would be faith- 
ful?” 

“Faith, there is no 
way 1 know ov, bar 
thrying me, just as you 
are to do about the 
cookin’.” 

“ But you may betray 
me?” 

“Who to?—that mur- 
derin’ scamp upstairs? 
By me soul, not if | 
know it! I'm just sick 
ov him, an’ that’s the 
truth. The amount 
of choppin’ I've seen 
since _jined _ these 
guards is just awful,an’ 
that’s why I've volun- 
teered for the kitchen. 
Faith, I'm tired ov it, 
an’ I hope to hev more 
peaceable times down- 
stairs.” 

“You are an English- 
man?” 

“Not quite; but I'm 
next door to it.” 

“ You have no friends 
in this country?” 

“ Devil a wan, savin’ 
yer honour.” 

“Well, be silent, I may want your help—you may want mine.” 

“Troth, it’s likely enough we may help one another.” 

“Here is the ecene of your labours, meantime, and I will send 
assistants to you ere long. What is your name?” 

“Mike M’Ginty, yer honour, at home ; but I'm known as Rhombo 

din here. scran to a place where folks can't understand 
a dacent name when they hear it!” 

“Continue to be Rhombo Baladdin, meantime,” said the Vizier, ns 
he turned and left the room. 

“This Giaour may be useful,” muttered the Vizier. ‘“ He will at 
least be a safe messenger, and I may use him to gain over the 
guards of the Palace. Muley Pasha would have been useful in 
the emergency which must arise sooner or later, but he is dead 
now. There is a big risk, but the Bawshaw is getting intolerable 
—and the truth is that 
1 think I would make 
a much better Baw- 
shaw than the present 
one. But 1 must be 
cautious.” 

“T don’t know phat 
koind ov a situation 
this here job is to turn 
out, but be jabbers!” 
said Bhiomilio Balad- 
din, “it can’t 
worse than the wan 
I've left. Of all the 
murrtherin’ scoun- 
drels iver I met, the 
Bawshaw bates ivery- 
thing. By my sowl! 
a dozen _ insurance 
companies would get 

vlinty ov business out 

ereabouts, to begin 
wid ; but shure they'd 
all ov’em go bankrupt 
in a week, I'll make 
the divil’s coffee, bad 
scran to him! and I'd 
like to have the spicin’ 
ov it, too. But [ 
must be cautious.” 

“I don’t like that 
Grand Vizier's ‘ook 
just at present,” said 
the sublime Bawshaw, as he smoked a reflective chibouk and lazily 
looked at a Turkish version of “ Ta-ra-ra, Boom-de-ay.” “ It scems 
to me that he is meditating more than he speaks of. Ho will hear 
something drop if he doesn’t watch himsclf. But 1 must be 


cautious, 
(Tu be continued next weck.) 


A Turns ‘ersion. 


400 


THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 390.—Mit. Jon VIckKkns, FOS, 


“We have much pleasnre in introducing to our realers this 
week a gentleman who, in whatever difficulties be manages to 
land himself, always sueceeds in emerging from them with a 
smiling faee, This proves, of course, that he possesses a con- 
tented mind awl happy disposition, and it would be surprising 
if he did not, considering the success he has attained in business, 
His latest invention, the Photograph Watch, is the talk of the 
univers, and he has received testimonials concerning it from 
all parts of the world. ‘Ihe Mikado of Japan, we believe, almits 
candidly that had it not been for the possession of one of these 
watches his vietories over the Chinese woukl neither have been 
so comp vor so overwhelming as they have been, This alone 
suffices to show that Joe is not an unknown or unappreciated 
quantity. Chietly because of his Portrait Wateh he was created 
B.S. and the Ssloper Awant of Merit’ presente! to him 
Uctober uth, ISM —Lebrett Linprored, 


| Oe 


The Author of “ low to Make Home Happy.” 


Pat (chuckling), Whiroo! I'm just afther chatin’ your ould 
company foinely, me son. 

Collector. As how ? 

Pat. Whoi, don't ye see, I tuk a return ticket, whin, be jabers, 
I've no intention o° comin’ back. 


UU 
PUTIN 


Sufferer, Vwant my tooth drawn, 
Doctor's Bon, Well, the doctor ain't in; but if you'll come 
down into the kitchen I'll see if 1 can manage it with the tongs, 


London: Frinted by DALZIEL & Co., at the Camden Prese, 110 High Street, N.W., and Published by the Proprictor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “The Sleperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Strect, ¥.C.—Saturday, Decembe! 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


HARD ON HIM 


Clara, Hullo, Charley, how strange you look! What's the matter? 
Churley, Oh, I was deep in thought. 
Clara, Oh, that accounts for your not looking yourself then, 


(1) The Kee, Ginney-Ligg Twitters, Win! they siid it was only five minutes’ walk 
from the station, I almost wish I had taken the cab. Now, if T were at all nervous, 
a dark, lonely road like this would-—(2) Awfal Apparition, Your 
life! Shell out the dibs sharp, or I blows off the top of yer kokernut !—(3) Afr. 
Twitters, OW! my dearly beloved Mr, Footpad, my benightei—I shoukt say enlightened 
brother—take my store of lucre, but spare my underpaid existence! A soup and 
coal ticket and a “day in the c untry” shall be yours if— Aww/sul Voice, Cheese it! 
I counts five, and off goes your onion! One—two—(4) Gallant Rescuer, Aha! 


GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. 


The Honourable had fond hopes of lew! 


ing a life of Juxury on this ers 
salary, but she married her mana, 


Billy's hopes were blighted once azain, Dagyy at the knees, sir. 


sat 


PUTTING (IT POLITELY. 


Customer, T want a new pair of trousers, please, 4. that 
Tailor, Yes, sir, you do; those certainly are just a lectle 


(Saturday, December 15 1694, 


Horse Dealer, Now, that's a horse that would do for 
your lordship to ride to the meet. 

Mis Lordship, Meet? Cats’ meat’s more his cut, 1 
should say, 


Smart Boy. Please, sir, you was half an hour late this 
morning ; when we're late you allus keeps us in, 

Dr. Swishtatl, You are quite right, my little man. 1 
will punish myself by keeping the whole school an hour 
extra this morning. 


(5) ~~ & 
Wontd yer? Take that, yer wicked bad lot! Never shall honest Bob Scheemer stand 
by and see a Rev. Gent. put upon by a outragus vagabone like you without ri-kin’ “1s 
life in ‘is defence !——(5) Mr, Twitters (with emotion). My noble preserver, how can 1 
show my gratitude? Take my purse and my warmest thanks for your noble conduct! 
— (6) Bob Scheemer (a little later). Haw haw! Didn't us work that little dodge a 
treat ? Two pun’ four and a tanner! Blimey, I could do a skirt dance! The Foutpad. 
Yus, I allus said you was the bloke for fixin’ up a little game like that! Come anil 


‘ave a gurgic at Boiled Bloater on the strenyzth of it. 


HARD ON THE AUSBAND. 


‘ he 
1 Friend (paning her first risity, Maw! wi 
foal:Weoking ape Y—he's been followang "" 


all the way from the station, ; 
Mand, It's my husband,dear; Tsent him tomeet you 


c 15, 184. 


Old Sehe 


